

It will not be auoided but by this: 

Therefore good mother ( I mufl call you fo,) 

Be theatturney of my loue to her. 

Pleadc what 1 will bc,not what I haue bene. 

Not by dcferts,but what I will dcferue, 

Vrge the ncceflitic and ftate of times. 

And be not pecuifli,fbnd in great de'fignes. 

Shall be tempted of the diaell thus’ 

K ,n g. I, if the diuell tempt thee to doo good, 

^Shall 1 forget my felfe, to be my felfe, 

I>ifyour felfes remembrance, wrong your lelfe. 
c$». But thou didft kill my children. 

King. But inyour daughters wombe,I buried-them, 
Wherein thatneft offpiceriethey fhall breed, 

Selfcs ofthemfelucsjtoyour recomfiture. 

Q*. Shall I go winne mv daughter to thy will? 

King. And be a happie mother by the deede. 

Q". I goe, write to m.e very fhortlic. 

Km. Bearchcrmy ttueloueskifle,farewcl Exit. 

Relenting foole, and (hallow changing woman. Enter Rat. 

Rat. Aly gracious foueraigne, on the weftcrnecoaft, 
Ridcth a puiflant Nauic. T o the Hr ore. 

Throng many doubtful 1 hollow harted friends, 
Vnarmd.and vnrefolud tobeatethem backe: 

Tis thought that Richmond istheir Admiral!, 

And thcrethy hull,cxpe£Ung but the aide, 

Of Buckingham, to welcome them a fhorc. 

King. Some light-foote friend, port to the Duke ofNotfE 
Ratclilfe thy felfe, or Catesbic, where is he? 

Cat. Here my Lord. 

\ King. Flic to the Duke,poft thou to Salisburie, 
^WK^-thou comcft there, dull vnmindfull villaine, 

W y ftapdft thou ftill? and goeft not to the Duke. 

Cat. Jfirft mightic foueraigne , let me know your m’tfide# 
Whac.f^m your grace, I fhall deliuer them. 

King. 0 ,true good Catesbie,bid him leuic flraight, 

The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 

And me«tc me prefentlie at Salisburie. - 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22315) LONDO 


of Richard the third. 

Rat. What is it your hignes p!eafure,I flial do at Salibury? 
King. Why,what wouldft thou do there before I gof 
Rat . Your highnefle told me I fhould port before.. 

Kw. Mymindischangdfir,mymindeischangd. , 
How now, what newes with you? 

Enter Darbie. 

'D^r.None good my Lord,to pleafeyou with the hearing. 
Nor none fo bad,butit may well be told. 

King. Hoiday, a riddle, neither good nor bad: 

Why doeft thou runne fomany mile about, 

When thou mailt tell thy tale a nearer way.- 
Once more, what newes? 

Dar. Richmond is on thefcas. 

King. There let him finke,and be the feason him, 

White liuerd runnagatc, what doth he there? 

Dar, 1 know nor mightie foueraigne, but by guefle. 

King, Well fir, as you gucfle.as you guefle. 

Dar. Sturd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Elie, 

He makes for England, there to claimc the crowne. 

King. Is the chaire Emptie : is the fword vnfwaicdf 
Is tlft king dead ? the empire vnpoflefti 
What heire of Yorke is there aliuc but we# 

And who is Englands king,but great Yorkcs heire ? 

Then tell me, what doeth he vpon the lea? 

Dar. V nlefle for that my liege, I cannot guefle. 

King. Vnlefle for that, he comes to beyour liege, 

You cannot guelle, wherefore the Welchman comes, 

Thou wilt reuolt,and flie to him I feare. 

‘Dar. No mightie liege, therefore rhiftruft roe not. 

Ktng. Where is thy power then, to bcatc him backcf 
Where are thy tennants,and thy followers? 

Are they not now vpon the Wcfteme flibre? 

Safe conducting, the rebels from their fhips. 

Dar. No my goo(fLord,my friends are in the North. 
K'^-Cold friends fo Richard,whatdothey in the North? 
When they fhould ferue, their foueraigne in the Weft. 

Dar. They hauenot bin commaunded, mightic foueraigne. 
Pleafeit yourMaicftic togiucmelcauc* 

11 ©. 


